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stiffening ever since. What a change it works in one's
feelings! Then all was listless indifference; now all is
active excitement, and, with a cloudless sky, we are sweep-
ing through the waters with uncommon speed. Every sail
is full, and the good ship bends to the sweeping wind.

An hour ago I was leaning over the bulwark at the
stern, gazing intently upon the long train of phosphores-
cent light left by the ship iu her wake behind. I thought
myself entirely alone, but on looking up caught the keen
eye of that nondescript Mexican prince. He inquired the
name of the beautiful star just setting, and, finding him to
be in an inquisitive mood, I encouraged his questions until
our conversation had taken a wide sweep among the celes-
tial hosts. He is well bred, well read, intelligent, and yet
there is something in his character which remains a kind
of mystery. Nousverrons!

WEDNESDAY, July 6,1842.

Another syncope to my hopes. The breeze, which for
thirty-six hours has encouraged us with the prospect of a
speedy termination of our voyage, died away last night,
and here we are enjoying the delights of an unruffled
ocean.

"What a queer medley is life I    I find myself meeting,
day after day, upon  terms of intimacy with a number of
persons of whose existence a short time since I had not
the slightest knowledge.    Circumstances  now bind us to-
gether, but should we ever reach our destined port our
bonds burst, and we fly to the four quarters of the world.
We generally manage to kill an  hour or  two at dinner,
which is served up in the most sumptuous manner; not
less than four courses each day are presented to tempt the
abstemious beyond the bounds of moderation.

On my right is seated my friend, the dyspeptic, an ex-
ceedingly queer man. Ejmd, gentlemanly, and polite, well-
read and intelligent, he weighs every word of every sen-
tence which he utters with so much scrupulosity that you
are under constant apprehension that he will break down
in the middle of a sentence. On my left is seated he of ' th<l StamplDS of the German, or the puffing ol
